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CHAPTER V.

T was Bunday, and a clear, froaty
morning of midwinter. Trove hail
risen early and was walking out
on n long plke that divided the

village of Hillsborough and ent the
wagte of snow, windlng over hills and
dipplog Into valleys, from Lake Cham.
phiin to Lake Ontario, The alr was
cold, but full of magle sunfire. All
things were aglow—the frosty road-
way, the white flelds, the hoary forest
and the mind of the beholder, Trove
balted, looking off at the far hills.
Then he heard a step behind him and,
as he turned, saw n tall man approach-
Ing at a quick pace. The latter had no
overcont. A knlt mufMer covered his
throat, and a satchel hung from n
strap on hir shoulder.

“What ho, boy!" sald be, shivering.
“II'll follow thee n month, devise with
thee where thou shalt rest that thou
may'st hear of us an’ we o' thee. What
o' thy people an' the flly ¥

“All well,” sald Trove, who was de-
lighted to see the clock tiaker, of whom
‘be had thought often. “And what of
you?'

“Like an old clock, sor—a wenk
spring an' a bit w. But, pralse
God, I've yet n merry gong In me. An'
what think you, sor, I've traveled sixty
mllea an' tiukered forty clocks in the
week gone.”

“I think you yourself will need tink-
ering."”

“Ab, but I thank the good God here Is
me home,” the old man remarked
wearily,

‘I'm golng to wschool here,” nald
Trove, "and hope I may see you often.”

“Indeed, boy, we'll have mauny a
blessed hour,” sald the tinker. *“Come
to me shop; we'll talk, meditate, ex-
plore, an’ I'll see what o'clock It Is in
thy country.”

They were now In the villnge, and,
balfway down Its walu thoroughfare,
went up n street of gloom and narrovwy-
ness between diugy workshops. At
oue of them, shaky aud gray with the
staln of years, they halted. The two
lower windows i front were dim with
dirt and cobwebs, A board above
them was the rude sign of Sam Bas-
&ett, carpentor. On the side of the old
shop was n flight of sagging, rigkoty
stalrs. At the helght of a man's head
an old brass dial wans nalled to the
gray boards, Roughly lettered In lamp-
black beneath It were the words,
“Clocks Mended,” They climbed the
shaky stuirs to a landing, supported by
long braces, and whercon wans o broad
door with Iatch and keyhole In Its
weathered timber.

“All bow at this door,” sald the old
tinker as he put his long Iron key In
the lock. “It's respect for thelr own
heads, not for mine,” he continued, his
hand on the eaves that overhung be-
low the level of the door top.

They entered n loft open to the peak
and shingles, with a window In each
end. Clocks, dials, pendulums and tiny
cogwheels of wood and brass were on
a long bench by the street window.
Thereon also were a vise and tools,
The room was cleanly, with a crude
bhomelikeness about It. Chromos and
fllustrated papers had been pasted on
the rough board walls,

“On me life, It s cold,” sald the tink-
er,sopening a small stove and begin-
ning to whittle shaviogs. * ‘Cold as n
dend man's nose’ Be geated an' try—
try to be happy."

There weore an old rocker and two
small chalrs in the room,

“I do not feel the cold,"” sald Trove,
taking one of them.

“Bellke, good youth, thou hast the
rose of summer In thy cheeks,”" sald
the old man,

“And no need of an overcoat,” the
boy answered, removing the one he
wore and passing it to the tinker, “I
wish you to keep It, sir.”

“Wherefore, boy? 'Twould beat
sérve me on thy buok.”

“Plense tnke 1" sald Trove. “I can-
wot bear to think of you shivering In
e cold. Take It, and wake me hap-

“Well, If It keer me warm an' thee
fappy it will be o woulerfaul coat,'™
pald the old man, wiping Lis gray
eyes. ’

Then he rose and filled the stove with
wood and sat down, peerlug at Trove
between the upper rim of his specta-
cles and the feathery arches of silver-
ed hair upon his brows,

“Thy coat hath warmed me beart al-
ready—thanks to the good God!" sald
he fervently. “Why so kind?”

“If I am kind, it is because I must
be,” sald the boy. “Who were my fa-
ther and mother 1 never knew. If I
meet & man who is o need [ say to
myself, ‘He may be my father or my
brother; 1 must be good to him,’ and if
it s & woman I cannot help thinking
that maybe she 18 my mother or my
sister. So I sbould have to be kind to
all thepeople in the world if I were to
mest them,"

*“Noble suspicion, by the falth o’ me
fathers!” sald the old man, thought-
fully rubbing his long nose. “An’ have
ye thought further In the matter?

od It more, an' by the gooduess o' God
1 bave reaped auother an' two friends.
Hold to thy course, boy. Thou sbalt
have friends an' know their value, An'
then thou shalt say, ‘I'll he kind to this
man because he may be a friend,' an'
love shall increase In thee an' arcund
thee an' bring happlness.”

Tlhere was a moment of silence, bro-

thy prayers,” sald the clock
tinker, riaing, “an’ U'll to mine. Dino
with me at 0, good youth, an' all me
retinoo—maids, , grooms, at-
service.”
“I'n sald the boy,
" LB
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“Darrel—Roderick Larrer,” emia tos

old man. “That's me name. sor, an'
yo'll find me here at the Sign o the
Dinl"

A wind enme shrieking over the hills,
and long before evening the littie town
Iny dusky In a scud of snow mist, The
old stalrs were quivering in the storm
as Trove cllmbed them,

“Welcome, good youth” sald the
clock tinker, shuking the boy's hand ns
he enme In. “Ho, there, me servitors!
Let the feast be spread!™ he ealled In
a loud volee, stepplng quickly to the
stove that held an upper deck of wood,
whereon were dishes. “Right Fland,
bring the ment, an' Left Hand, the po.
tatoes, nn’ Quick Foot, give us thy help
here.”

He sulted his action to the words,
placing a platter of ham and eggs In
the center of a small table nnd sup
rounding It with hot ronst potatoes, a
pot of ten, new biscult and a plate of
honey.

“Ho, Wit nnd Happiness, attend upon
us here!” said be, making ready to sit
down,

Then, as If he had forgotten some-

thing, he hurried to the deor and open- |

ed It

“Care, thou skeleton, go bence, and
thou, Poverty, go also, and see thou
return not before cockerow,” sald he
Imperatively.

“You have many servants”
Trove.

“An' how may one have a custle
without servants?  Forsooth, boy,
horses an' hounds an' lords an' lndies
have to be attended to. But the retinoo
Is that run down ye'd think me home
o hospital, Wit Is a creeping dotard,
and Happlness s in poor health an'
can barely drag himeelf to me table,
an' Hope Is a tippler, an' Right Hand I8
getting the palsy. Alack, me beat
servant left me a long time ngo!"

“And who was he?”

“Youth; lovely, beautiful Youth! But
let us be bappy. [ would not have

sald

*EPE

*Please take it," sald Trove.
him back — foollsh, Inconstant Youth,
dreaming dreams an’ seelug visions.
God love ye, boy! What is thy dream **

This rallylng style of speech, In
which the clock tinker Indulged so free-
ly, afforded his young friend no little
amusement. His tongue bhad long
obeyed the Mit of classic diction; his
thought came easy In Elizabethan
phrase. The slight Celtic brogue served
to enhnnce the plquancy of his talk.
Moreover, he was really a man of wit
and Imagination,

“Opce,” sald the boy, after a little
hesltation, “I thought I should try to
be n stntesman, but now | am sure 1
would rather write books."”

“An' what kind o' books, pray 1’

“Tules"

“An' thy merchandise be truth, capl-
tal!" exclalmed the tinker, “Hast thon
an ear for tales?"

“I'm very fond of them."

“Marry, I'll tell thee a true tale, not
for thy ear only, but for thy soul, an'
some day, boy, "twill give thee occupa-
tlon for thy wits.”

“I'd love to hear It," anld the boy,

The pendulums were ever swinging,

Ifke the legs ‘of a ‘procession trooping
through the loft, some with quick
steps, some with slow. Now ¢ame a
sound as of drums beating, It was for
the hour of 8, and when It stopped the
tinker began.

“Once upon a time," wald he as they
rose from the table and the old man
went for his pipe — *'twas long ago,
an' I bhad then the rose o' youth upon
me—a man was tempted o the devil
an' stole money—a large sum-an'
made off with It. These hands o' wine
used to serve him those dayw, an' 1 re-
member he was & man comely an'
well set up, an’, I think, be had honor
an’ a good heart In him."

The old man paused.

“1 should not think it possible,” sald
Trove, who was at the age of certainty
in his opinions and bhad long been
trained to the uncompromising thought
of the Puritan. “A man who steals
can have no honor In him."

“Ho, Charlty!" said the clock tinker,
turning as If to addreas one behind
him. *“8Bweot Charity, attend upon this
boy. Mayhap, sir,” he continued meek-
Iy, “God bhath blessed me with little
knowledge o' what is possible, but [
speak of a time before gullt had acied
him.' He was offlcer of & great bank—
let us say in Boston, Bome thought
him rich, but he lived high an' princely,
an' 1 take It, sor, his Income was no
greater than his needs. It was a proud
race he belonged to—grand people they
were, all o' them, with houses an'
lands an' many servauts, His wife
was dead, sor, an' he'd one child—a
little lnd o' two years an' beautiful,
One, day the boy went out with his
nurse, an' where farther nobody knew.
He nover came back. Up an' down,

“Kidnaped!” Trove exclalmed, with
much Interest.

“He was, sor” the clock tinker re-
sumed, “The father he was up to his
neck In trouble then, for he was nnnble
to rnlse the money. He hnd quarreled
with as older brother, whose help
would bave been sutficlent, Well, Gl
snve us all, "twas the ald story o' pride
an' bitterness! He sought no help o
him. A year an' a half posses uan' a
gusty nlght o midwinter the bank
burne,  Hooks, papers, evorything is
destroyed. Now the poor man has lost
his occupntion, A week more an' his
good nume Is gone. A month un' he's
| homeless, A whisper goes down the
long path o' gossip, Was he a thief an'
had he burned the records o' his erime?
The scene changes, an' let me count the
swift, relentless yenrs,"”

The old man paused a moment, look-
Ing up thoughtfully,

“Well, say ten or mayhap n dozen
pagsed, or more or less It mattors 1t
tle. Boy an" man, where were they?
Oh, the sad world, sor! To all that
knew them they were as people buried
In thelr graves, Think o' this drown-
Ing In the flood o' years—the stately
ships sunk an' rotting In oblivion.
Some word of It, sor, may well go Into
thy book."

The tinker paused a moment, light.
Ing his plpe, and after a puff or two
went on with the tale.

“It Is n winter day In a great city.
There are bulldings an' crowds an'
busy streets an' sleet In the bitter
wind. I am there, an' me path Is one
o' many crossing each other llke—wall,
sor, like lines on n slate, If thou wert
to mnke 10,000 o' them an' both
eyes shut, I am walking slowly, an’
lo, there {8 the banker! 1 meet him
face to face—an 1l clad, haggard, cold,
forgotten cresture. 1 spenk to him,

““The blessed Lord have mercy on
thee,” I sald.

“'For meeting thee? mald the poor
man. ‘What s thy name?

“*'Roderick Darrel’

“'An' 1 sald he sadly, ‘am one o
the 1oat in hell, Art thou the devil?

“INay, this hand o' mine hath open-
ed thy door an' blacked thy boots for
thee often,’ sald 1. ‘Dost thou not re-
men ber

*‘Dimly. It was a long tlme ago,
he nnswered,

“We snld more, sor, but that fs no
part o' the story. Very well! 1 went
with him to his lodgings—a lttle cold
room in a garret—an' there, nlone with
me, ho gave necount of himself. He®
had shoveled an' dug an’ lifted an' ran
errands untll his strength wis low an'
the welght of Lis hand a burden. What
hope for him? What way to earn n
living?

“‘Have courage, man,” 1 sald to him.
‘Thou shalt learn to mend clocks, It's
Hght an' decent work, an' one may live
by it an’ see much o' the world.'

“There was an old clock, sor, In a
heap o' rubbish that lny fn a corner, I
took It apart. nnd soon he saw the of-
fice of ench wheel un' pinfon an' the

Infirmity that stopped them an' the
| surgery to mnke them sound. 1 tarried
long In the grent clty, an’ every even-
ing we were together In the little room,
I bought him a kit o' tools an' some
brass, an' we would shatter the clock-
works an' bulld them up agaln untll
he bad skill, sor, to make or mend,

“‘Me good frieml,’ sald he one even-
fug after we had been a long time at
work, ‘I wish thou couldst teach me
how to mend a broken life. For God's
sake, help me! | am faloting under a
great burden.”

““What ean I do? sald I to him,

“Then, sor, he went over his story
with me from beginning to end. It was
an i(mpressive, a sacred confidence.
Ah, boy, It would be dishonor to tell
thee his name—but his story, that 1
may tell thee, chunging the detall so
It may never add u straw to his bur-
den. 1| shall quote him In substance
only an’ follow the long halblt o me
own tongue,

“Well, ye remember how me son
wan tuken,' said he, ‘I eould not ralse
the ransom, try us [ would. Now,
large sums were In me keeping an' |

fell. I remember that day. Ah, man,
the devil seemed to whisper to me.
But, God forgive, It was for love that
I rell. Little by lttle 1 began to take
the money 1 must have an' cover [ts
absence, 1 snld to mesell, sowe time
I'll pay It back—that auclent sophistry
o' the devil, When me thieving bad
gone far au' near Its gonl the bank
burned. As God's me withess 1'd wo
hand In that, I welghed the chances
an' expectad to go to prison—well, say.
for ten years ot least, I must suffer in
order to save the boy an' was ready
for the sacrifice. Free agnin, 1 would
welp bim to return the woney. That
burning o' ‘the records shut off the
prison, but opened the fire o' bell upon
me, Half a year bad goue by an' uot a
word from the kidnapers. 1 took a
note to the place appolnted—a hollow
log In the woods a bit east of a cery
taln bridge on the public highway
twenty miles out o' the clty—but mo
answer, not & word, not a line, up to
this moment. They must bave relin-
quished hope an' put the boy to death.

“‘In that old trunk there under the
bed s a dusty, molding, cursed heap o
money done up in brown paper an' tled
with a string. It Is $100,000 an' the
price o' we soul.’

“‘An' thou In rage an' a garret,'
sald I,

“He drew out the trunk an' showed
me the money, stacks of It, dirty an'
stinking o' damp mold.

“ “Thera It In,' sald he, ‘every dollar 1
stole Is there | brought it with me an'
over these hundreds o' miles | could
hear the tongue o' gossip. Hvery night
as | lay down 1 could hear the whis-
pering of all the people 1 ever knew,
I could see them ahake their heads.
Then came this locket o' gold.'

“A beautiful, shiny thing & was, an'
be took out of It a little strand o' white
halr an' read these words cut In the
gleaming case:

“Here are silver and gold,

The other for a day o' pleaty between thee
an' want

“It was an odd thought an' worth
keeping, an' often I have repeated the
words, The allvered halr, thar was for
remembrance, an' the gold he might
sell an' turn It Into a day o plenty,

“In the locket was a letter,’ sald the
poor man. ‘Here it Is,’ an’ he held it In
the light o' the candle, 'Bee, it |8 sign-
ed “Mother™’

—
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her an’ all the rest, T could not use It,
for if 1 lived In comfort they would
ask—nll o them—whence enme his
money? For thelr snke I must walk
In poverty all me days. An' 1 went to
work ot heavy toll, sor, ns becamoe a
poor man, As God's me judge, 1 folt
a pride In eags an' the horny hand,' ™

The tinker paused a moment, In
which all the pendulums seemed to
quicken pace, tlek Inpplng upon tick,
s If trylng to get ahend of cach other,

“Think of it, boy." Darrel continned.
“A pride in rags an' poverty. Dring
that into thy book an' let thy best
thinking bear upon It, Bhow us how
pateh an’ tatter wore for the poor man
a8 badges of honor nn' snccess,

T thought to burn the money,' me
host went on.  "But no; that wonld
have robbad me o one grent possibili
ty—that o' restoring It. Some timo, |
when they weore dend, masbe, an' [
could suffer alone, or when some lucky
chance might come to me, I would re.
store the money, but 1 conld not I'Imll
the owners of it. Day an' night these |
slow an' heavy years It has been hore,
cursing an' aceusing me,

“1 le here o' nights thinking, In
that heap o' money 1 seem to bhoar the |
slghs nn' sobs o' the poor people that
tolled to earn it. 1 feel thelr sweat up-
on me, an’, God, this heart o' mine Is
erowded to bursting with the despalr
o' hundreds! An', betimes T hear the
cry o murder In the cursed heap s 1r|
there wore sow'e had blood upon It |
An' then 1 dream It has eaught fire be. |
neath me, an' 1 am burning raw in the
flame." " |

The tinker pnused ngaln, crossing the |
room and watching the swing of a pen- |
dulum,

“Boy, boy,” sald he, returning to hils
chair, “think o' that complalning, Im-
movable heap lying there like the blood |
of a murder! An' thy reader must
feel the toll an' sweat an' misery an'
despair that is In o great sum, an' how |
it all presses on the heart o' him that |
gets It wrongfully, |

“'Well, sor,' the poor fellow contin-
ued, ‘now an' then I met those had
known me, an' reports o' me poverty
went home, An' those dear to me sent
money, the sight o' which fllled me |
with n mighty sickuess, an' I sent It
back to them, Long ago, thank God,
they eeased to think me n thief, but
only erazy. Tell me, man, what shall
I do with the monoy? There be those
living I have to consider, an’ those dend |
an' those unborn.'

**Hide 1t said 1. *an' go to thy work, |
an' God give thee counsel.' ™ |
Min and boy rose from the table and

drew up to the little stove,

“Now, boy." enld the cloek tinker,
feaning toward hlm with knltted brows,
“eonslder this poor thief who suffered
so for his friends, Think o' these good |
words, ‘Greater love hath no man than
this, that he lny down his life for his
friends.' If thon shouldst ever write
of It, thy problem will be to reckon the |
good an' evil an' give ench a careful |
estimate an’ him his proper rank.”

“What n sad tale!” sald the boy
thoughtfully. “It's terrible to think he
may be my futher, Please tell me when
wis the boy tnken”

“Time or name or place 1 eannot tell
thee lest T Letray him,” sald the old
man.  “Nalther |8 peccgsary to thy
tale. Keep It with thee awhile. Thon
art young yet an’ close lushore. Wait
until ye sound the farther deep, Then,
wor, write, If God give thee power, an'
think ehlefly o' them in peril an® about
to dash thelr feet upon the stones.'”

For a moment the clocks' ticking
was llke the volce of many ripples |
washing the shore of the lufinlte. A
new life had begun for Trove, and
they were eutting It loto seconds. He
looked up at them and rose quickly
and stood A moment, his thumb on the
door latch, Outslde they could hear
the rush and seatter of the snow.

“Poor youth!" sald the old man.
“Thou hast no coat—take mine, Take
It, I may. It will give thee comfort an'
me happiness.'"

He would hear no refusal, and again
the coat changed owners, giving hap-
piness to the old and comfort to the
new.

Then Trove went down the rickety
stairs and away Iu the darkness.

[TO BE CONTINUED.|

New Homes In the West.

Over a million acres of land will be
thrown open to settlement on the Sho-
shone Indlan Reservation August 15,
1906, These lands are reached by the
direct route of the Chicago & North-
Western R'y from Chicago, St. Paul,
Minneapolis,JOmaha and other polnts
In the Mississlppl Valley. Send 2¢cin
stamps for pamphlets, maps and full
particulars to W. B. Kniskern, P. T.
M,C.& N.W.R'y Co., Chicago.

Low Pricea Atlas.

An up-to-date Atlas of the North-
west and the Orlent for $1.00. The
Northern Pacific Rallway company
will send an Atlas of the Northwest,
very complete In detall, to anyone up-
on receipt of price named,

This isa recent complilation, and
data, maps, (llustrations, etc., are re
lable and from best sources. Sent

pald on recelpt of price.
pr:. M. CLELAND, General Passenger

Agent, St, Paul, Minnesota,

Your Summer Vaeation

can be pleasantly spent at Waukesha,
Waupaca, Fifleld, or at one of the
other hundred resorts reached via
Wisconsin Central Rallway. Write
for beautifully fllustrated Summer
Book, which tells you how, when and
where to go, and how much It will
cost. Free on application to Jas, C.
PonNp, G. P. A,, Wisconsin Central
R'y, Milwaukee, Wis.

Yellowstone Park,

Have you seen one of those fine pan-
oramic views of Yellowstone Natlonal
Park? A rellef map, In color, correct
In every detall, showing the exact
location of all polots of Importance
in the Park. An avallable ald to the
tourist and of value to every home,
llbrary, or school. Sent prepald on
recelpt of 36c.

A. M, CLELAND, General Passenger
Agent, Bt. Paul, Minnesota.

What's the good of keeping from him
Any good things you may see,
That will }ift his load of labor

PETER’S GREAT
CONFESSION

SundaySchool Lesson lor June 10,1906
Spectally Prepared ¢ This Paper

LESBON TEXT.—Mnatt
ory verses 2, 2
AOLDEN TEXT "Thou art the Chelet
the Bon of the Living God. " <Mptr 18 3

TIME <Autumn A. 1. o, seon afts
the Tant lossan,

PLACE.<About # miles northeast
the Ben of Gallles

BCHIPTURE REFERENCEA "o
Aation Btortes: (1 Pet. 2:1-10
B:10-17; Rev, 21:19, 80; Isa. 2516, 17; Eph
M, ete. The word “church” Mttt
INi17; Acte 2:47; B:11; 15:3; Rom, 1956, Eph
Bi3I-22; Heb, 12:23; Rev. 210, wte, “"Hades"
Acts 2:27, 81; Luke 16:23;, Matt 11:39; Rev
1118, eto. Distinguish it from “Gehenna'
Mutt, 6:82:Jan. 3, eto Crose-banring
Muatt. 10:8, 38; Gal. 8:14; Heb, 124 lom
A Gal, 2.3, sto
Comment and Buggestive Thought

V.18, “When Jesus came.” When lu

s

Mam-

son 1 Uor

| his Journeying in northern Palestine

he reached this point. Where he enme
from, 18 not stated. "The oonsis’
("parts”), The near villages, “Asked
his disciples,” When he was walk-
Ing with them after u senson of prayer
(Luke 9:1K),

V. 14. "Some say . .. John the Pap-
tist." Herod, probably also his court,
beld this opinlon. “Some Ellas." Bl
Jah head been translated (2 Kings 2:
11), and there wns among the Jews
an expectation, founded on the proph-
ecy of Mal. 4:6, that he would return,
“Jeremins,” Jereminh, "One of the
prophets.”  Some other one of the an-
clent prophets,

W 16, "Whom say ye?" The emphn-
#in should be plnced on ye. What
others think of Christ I8 a matter of
little moment to ug, compared with our
own opinlon of him,

V. 16, “Stmon Peter answered.” He,
as the most ready speaker of the com-
pany, spoke for all, “Thou art the
Christ.” He declares the firm convic-
tlon that Josus ls Indeed the Anoint-
ed One, promised hy God. “Christ” is
the Greek term, “Messinh,” the He-
brew word: both meaning “Anolnt-
ed.” "“The Son.” Not merely a son,
& member of the humnn race, butr the
Bon—the true Son as corresponding ex-

actly In character with the Father:
one with God,

V. 17, "Blessed.™ Happy.

V. 18, “Thon art Peter! upon thin
rock.™  To appreciate the nice play of
words, we musgt recollect that Peter
means rock, Jesus had added Peter

to his previous nume Simon, kiving In
the name a divine prophecy that the
fickle, vaclllating man would, in time,
be transformed Into a rock-llke char-
acter, In this great confession, we soe
this new character manifested. “Upon
this rock I will builld my chureh.”
Falth In Jesus as the visible expres-
slon of God's charncter, Is the rock
upon which Christ bullds his church
n various places in Seripture, as here,
the church Is spoken of as a bulliing
of which Christ la “the chief corner
stone," the apostles and prophets “foun-
dation stones.'

V. 10, “Keys of the kingdom.” Tnis,
as part of the commission, relates not
to Peter alone, but to the company of
aposties. Jesus thus gave them au-
thority to teach the truths of his klag-
dom,

V. 20. “They should tell no man.”
It would be better that all should iearn
to know and value Jesus for his real
worth, untll at length, llke the aApoK-
tles, they came to know for themselves
that he was the Christ.

V. 21. “From that time forth.”
Jesun had given early hints of his suf-
forings, but from this time he began
to tell nlainly that the way to hia
kin=" m was the way of love—of com-
picie self-giving.

V. 23 “Get thee behind me, Satan™
Jesus finds Peter belng used by Lhe
prince of evil, that old enemy who nad
presented the same temptation to hin

in the wilderness, when he offered to |

give him the kingdom without (he

cross, If he would fall down and wur-i

ghip him,

V.2 “If any . ..
me." Be llke me. “Let him deny him-
self.” Forget himself In lving for God

and fellow-men
cross.’”

“And tnke up his
Be ready In this loving spirit

to suffer and dle for others, as | have |

chosen to do

V. 25, "Whosoever will." Whoever
determines to make this his  trst
alm. “Save his lfe." Becure snse and
pleasure during the present life. “Shpl)
lose it."" Shall loke his higher spiritual

life; lose the blessedness of self-glv-|

ing;
V.

self-glving Is living
26. "Galn the whole world.,”

sibly flow from the possession
wealth and worldly distinetion.

V. 27, “For" This great balancing
of accounts [8 not a mere flgure of
speech, but will agctually occur.

V. 28, "Bome ., . . not taste death.
il they =sa . kingdom." The ful-
filiment of this has by some been ap-
plied to the scene of Transfiguration:
which three of Jesus' hearers wit-
nessed within a week,

V. 14, Christ is as sadly misunder-
stood to-day as when he walked on
the earth.—1 Tim. 4:1.

Practical Points,

V. 17. True views of Jesus Christ
are implanted by God In the humay
bheart—1 Cor. 12:3.

V. 18, Placing faith in Ohrist as the

of

visible exprassion of God's character |
Is Inying the foundation-stone of true

religlon.—1 Cor. 3:11,

V. 24. Belng a Chalatian 1s being
at heart as Christ was.—John 13:15.

V. 85. Self-forgetfulness in love for
others is the heart of Christianity —
Rom. 13:10.

V. 26, We cannot afford to loss the
heart-life for anything else.—Luke 12;
1.

$25.00 Round Trip Chieago to Den-
ver, Colorado Springs and
Pueblo,

|
will come after

Oh- |
tain all the satisfaction that ean pos- |

W. B. CORSETS

That torturing pressure
on the chest and abdomen
s absent from W, B, Erec }
Form and W, B.

They fit withoat strain.
Made in many graceful shanes
and prices to fit all persons as
well as all purses. W, B. Nu-
form Corsets answer fashion's
command that figures be natural
~—busts higher and waists
rounded into greater slender-
ness,

On sale at all dealers,

$1.00
1.06

Nuform 404 « » {fueate . of Buriie
Erect Form 720 + {3008 | of &

Erect Form 952 « 1.00
Nuform 407 « « {Tledion | of Buiive | 5
Erect Form 929 « § 0w, | o Betive | 59
Erect Form 958 « {m}dmn 200
Nuform 415 « « {41004 { of Basiw 300

Erect Form 208 « { Stow ) of Coutil 359

WFEFINGARTEY BROS.,, Makern, 377370 Broadway, New York

IS’F;:::; .I af Jean

nd-'p_ ] —"Preserving the hair """ Caus.
the hair to retain its lustre.”
, YES, and these truths have been proven and stiested thousands of

times.
Men of prominence and women of beauty—people of refinement—
everywhere, insist on having the genine
ED. PINAUD'S EAV 'EHOJIIIIIE HAIR TONIC
FREE—FA Pinaued's Ean t-% it Tomic lot theee npplication | emough

Ry ﬂiu
ELIXIR DERTRIFICE Tor hve thnen. - Sed 10 oo s o po e e

Write To.Day. ED. PIN AMERIC
H4, Pianua li:llﬂl-v. A'S A:‘B‘ar‘ﬂfl{i CiTY

Pacific Goast
Excursions

OXthe man who seeks a climate thag
is' mild and a region of widely varied
resources, the Pacific Coast offers

great opportunities.

California, Oregon and Washington, splendi
climatic 'and _health-building congditions ofidg/ the
portunity of a life-time for building “up*asnew ¥ hdme.

One-way Colonist tickets are qd sale daily, feb. 1 5th
to April 7th, at the rate of/$33.00fraMm Chitago, with
torrespondingly low rates from all pointse” Daily and

Personally Conducted Excursions
on which a double berth in"a Pullman tourist sleeping
car from Chicaggucosts only $7.007 All agents sell tickets
via the Chicagaf Uniog'|Pacifig& North-Western Line.
The train sefvige Tf of e best,— these tickets are
ist sl¢eMing€ars on the famous Electric-

| their

he Sl Lake Route, and
f?apm: Fast Mail,

UNILN
PACIFIC

want 1o know how to reach this land where the climate
h- where labor is never oppresséd by atress of weather,

much it costs to go and what you can do when you get there,
mend ¢ cents for books, mape, time tables and (ull information,

| < Safely

I MONI

| | we.Razor

1

Triple silver-plated. Always
sharp. Always ready. You
simply lather and shave.

Each set contains 12 double-
edged blades, 24 keen cutting
edges. Each blade is tempered so hard by our secret process it will give '
an average of 20 to 40 velvet shaves. !

Ask your dealer to show it to you and explain its extra. '

Like Rocky Mountain Tea.
GARREIT & AVRES.

Via the Chicago, Unlon Paclfc &
Northern-Line. This low rate s in |

eﬂe:t the %mon%d llhlrd Tu -adal\'- uf |
each moat ther low rate tickers W
830,00 round urip, dally, beginning June | E YOS

L €& Colorado Speclal, only one
e m

ordinary merits or write us for free specially illusirate) booklet.

GILLETTE SALES COMPANY
TIMES BUILDING, TIMES SQUARE, - - -

night to Denver, leaves Wells

Statlon 7:00 p. m. Another excellen | Sally Schrecch r(attbeplano)—I'm| Miostress—You w'-h ©tak
through traln leaves at 11:00 p m. |, g .
For tickets and full {nformation, app!y | '"oat! I'm a-float, O NaOn, Iane. s bs: siry b

t ticket agent or ad. | Her Fatbher—By Jove! You'd jsily den, fan't it ?
tﬂ. Breese, Gen'l. Agt., 44 %008 be capaised 1f you were met by| Jase(blushingly)—Ob, o Mum I've
w 8t., Cipcimnati, O, known 'lm three daye!—Puach,

such & squall at that.—Tatler. »
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